Mad Make-'Believe

I STOOD on the boat-deck of a liner that was motion-
less under the midnight sky. Our nearest neighbour,
an Orient liner, looked like a factory working over-
time. Beyond, the lights of the docks and more dis-
tant ships glimmered faintly. The air stirred uneasily,
as it always does above the wide river. All round me
were the passengers and the crew. Some of the
passengers were in dressing-gowns and pyjamas; some
were in evening clothes; some in a motley assortment
of garments. There were distinguished-looking old
gentlemen, pretty girls," gaping negroes, anxious
middle-aged women, smart youths, nurses, roughs, all
in a huddle and muddle. In front of the first lifeboat
a space had been cleared, and suddenly this space was
dazzlingly, cruelly illuminated. A ring of great arc
lamps poured down a quivering purply-white flood of
light. It was horrible, unearthly, like high noon on
some crazy planet at the other side of the universe.
For a minute, nothing happened but the sizzling of the
huge lamps. Then a whistle sounded.

Out came, pell-mell, a little crowd of passengers^
hurling themselves across the deck to get to the boat.
They screamed; they fought. The sailors on the rails
grabbed hold of the women and swung them into the
lifeboat The male passengers struggled fiercely, fight-
ing one another and the sailors. I could see the